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stop from calling me sulky when Fni sad at our being separated
so long."
"Mary, you are too absurd! And you know you're being unfair.
I'm not accusing you. You take the words out of my mouth.
I'm only saying that something's changed in you lately; so that
you don't trust me like you used to. Tom was telling me only
yesterday what . . . what you said about old Geard's having
got me under his------"
"Stop there!" the girl cried, snatching her arm from the mantel-
piece and clenching both her hands. uStop just there! And don't
bring other people into this! Oh, I thought ... I thought . . .
oh, I never thought," here her voice did really begin to break,
"that we'd be bringing him into our quarrels with each other!"
"I'm not bringing Tom in," he cried, "and, if I were, Tom's a
friend of us both, isn't he? But of course that's what you women
always do. You can never remain content till a man hasn't a
friend left that he can talk to!"
Mary gave him a terrible glance at that, a glance that was as
piercing as if she'd thrown a sharp knife at him. She then swung
across to the olive-coloured couch and sat down there, desperately
and wearily, resting her chin on the palms of her hands and her
elbows on her knees.,
John got up from the arm of the leather ,arm-chair and walking
in silence to the window closed it with a bang. He tapped a vicious
tattoo with his knuckles upon the very sill that he had gripped so
tightly, in a rapture of exultation, so short a time before.
Little did John guess how far from the echoes of their angry
quarrel her thoughts had wandered, behind those staring grey
eyes, behind that forehead where the dark hair was generally
parted so evenly, but where tonight a loose tress of it hung so
disorderly. John did at any rate make a kind of movement, how-
ever, towards relieving the tension, for he walked across the
room to where he had pushed their unwashed tea-pot in a hurry
among the glasses on the shelf and taking it up in his hand asked
her if she wouldn't help him to wash up before she had to go.
"Why, what on earth's the time?" she asked with a start.
"Oh, about a quarter------" he began. "Who's that?" he cried,
for heavy and rapid steps were now heard ascending the stairs.